NINETEEN-FOURTEEN
the outbreak of the European War. Ireland is at
peace within her boundaries. There is no necessity
to sleep with loaded six-shooter under pillow nows
nor to lock and bolt the bedroom door, piling furni-
ture against it in addition, lest some masked counter-
revolutionary or burglar taking full advantage of the
domestic chaos should desire to have a word with
me at the revolver's mouth. All these possibilities
I am spared in view of the greater danger over the
water; yet, for four months previously, I had put up
with and accepted the desperate situation. Few in
Belfast slept as I slept in those days, surrounded by
armed guards, land mines, electric alarms as well as
stacks of valuable ammunition worth their weight
in gold, smuggled to me through the customs,
disguised as butter, thanks to the infidelity of an
official, who had temporarily forgotten his trust, or
stands of arms from Germany, the country with
which we are now actually at war! All that is over.
I can now sleep without fear of assassination by a
fellow countryman.
It does not often fall to the lot of an officer on the
active list to take part in ceremonial of a friendly
nature with the King's troops and troops of a quasi-
revolutionary tinges yet such was to be my good
luck. It so happens that I have long family con-
nections with the Norfolk Regiment, a battalion of
which was to embark with the i5th Infantry Brigade}